The Tragedit pf Richard D,ef 

£d.Lo heere a period oftumulrnousbroiles. 
Away with Oxford , to (dames Cafile llraighc. 

For Summerfet, off with his guiltie head: 

Away,I will not heare them fpeake. 

Ox. For my part lie not trouble thee with wordes^ 


Sxit Ox r ord % 

Sow . Nor l,but ftoope with patienceto my death. 

SxitSommtrfet 

Ed Now cdivmzjwhat fatisfaflion canft thou make, 

For (iirring vv my lubic&s to rebel lion? 

‘Pr/rzce.Speake like a fubiedfc, proud ambitious Ycrhg t 
Suppoie that I amnowmy lathers mouth, 

Refignc thy chairc: and where 1 iland,kncele thou, 

W luleft 1 propole the felle fame woords to thee. 

Which traiuour thou wouldft haue me anfwarc to. 

.£W.Oh that thy father had bin fo relolu’d. 

Glo. That you might Hill haue kept your petticoate, 

And ncre haue llolne the breech from Lancafltr. 

‘ Trince . Let ts£fep fable in a winters night, 

His currifh Riddles fortes uot with this place* 

Cjh.Xiy heauen, brat lie plague you for that word, 
^^/ee.ljthou waft borne to be a plague to men* 

Cjlo. For Gods fake take away this captiue fcold. 

Prince. Nay takeaway this fcoldingCrooktbackerather. 

Peace wilfull boy 5 or I will tame your tongue* 
£7<««Vmutercd Lad, thou art to malapert. 

Prince . I know my dutie,y on are al! yndutifull, 

Lalciuious £dward, and thou periur’d (jeorge , 

And thou miihapen Dak ?, I tell you all, 

] am your better^raitours as you be. 

£d.Tzke that, the lightnes of this rayler hecrc. 
kill me too. 

filo. Marne and Jhall* (die. 

£d Hold Pjchard, hold, for wehaue done to much alrea 
Gio. Why fhould fhe hue to fill the worlde with words. 
£d. What doth fhe fwound/makc meancs for her rccoue- 
Glc.£tarence>cxc ufe me to the King my brother, (ric. 

I mult to Londomon a (erious matter. 

Ere 


TforVt, JJtnrle the fixt. 

^-oucoaKtlurK,, „« toll bc,« more «w C ». 

Ck About what, ptethee tell me. 

g(..The Tower man, the Tower.Ile roote ^ 

Qtutnt. Ah Afctfpealte to thy Mother boy. 

Ah thou canft not fpeake, ... 

Traitours,Tyrants,blouddic Homicides. , 

They that ltabd Cato (hed no bloud at all. 

For he was a man, this in reJpeft a child?. 

And men ncre fpend their fur.c on a chi de 

What* worfe then tirant, that 1 truy na i 

You hade no children Deuells you had. 

The thought of them,would then haue Hope your rage: 

But ifyou euer hope to haue a ionne, 

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut oit, 
is^tours you haue done this fweet young Prince. 

Ed. Away ,andbcarc her hence, 

CW.Nav.nere beare me hence, difpatch me here, 
He^lkcath thy fword,Ile pardon thee my death. 

Wilt thou not? 

Then Clarence, do thou do it, 

Cla. By heauen I would not do thee fo much eate. 

Oitee. Good Clarence do,f.vcct Cornice kill me too. 
Ai.Didft not thou heare me fweare I would not do it. 
jQ«fc.I,but thou vie 11 to forfweare thy felfej 
T’wasfinne beforc,but now tis charitie. 

Wheres the Diuells butcher?hard fauourd ‘Rechard, 

'Richard where art thou? 

He is not hcere,Murder is hisalmesdeed, 

Petitioners forbloud,he nere put backe. 

£ d. Away I faie.and take her hence per force. 

S^uet.So come to you and yours,as to this prince^ ^ 

Edw.Clarence, wblithexs G loiter gone? 

Cla. Marric my Lord to London,as I gene, 

T o make a bloudie fu pper in the T ower. 

£d. He is" fuddaine,ifa thing come in his head. 
Well.difcharge the common Sou ldiers with pay > 

H z, Ahd 


